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Author's Notes: 
Full of sweet sexy sap. A special gift for the one and only cobrasnaps. Set in late 20l. 


For once there were no interviews to be done; no rehearsals; no band related activities whatsoever. For the 
first time in months, James and Lars finally had a day all to themselves, and, by God, they intended on making 
the most of it. 


Four o'clock in the afternoon and they were still in bed. The only times they'd left the comfort of the other 
was to get food or drink or go to the bathroom. But they weren't apart for any more than five minutes at a 


time. 


James re-enters the bedroom, sets two large glasses of water down on the nightstand then slides in under 
the covers. He passes Lars one of the glasses and watches the slightly flushed drummer gulp down half of the 
water. Lars places the glass on his nightstand then rolls over and rests his head on James’ chest, draping an 


arm across his stomach. The singer takes several sips of water then sets the glass back down. 


He slides an arm around Lars' shoulders, the other arm around his waist as Lars peppers his chest with 


kisses. "We need to have days like this more often," he says in a slightly growly voice. 
"Absolutely," Lars says softly before taking a nipple into his mouth. 


James lets out a half chuckle, half gasp as Lars‘ tongue swirls and flicks over his hardened nub. "What round 


are we up to? Four?" 
Five," Lars says around the nipple. 
"| missed one?" James queries a little confused. 


Lars looks up at James under hooded lids. "You almost passed out in round two," he smirks. "Not surprised you 


don't remember it." 


"That's when you." James remembers what Lars did that almost sent him into a world of darkness. He 


chuckles throatily. "Yeah. That was.." 

"Mind blowing?" 

‘Oh yeah." 

"| could do it again if you want," Lars says smugly. 

"I think once was enough," James smiles. "For now anyway." 


Resting his chin on James’ chest, Lars pouts as he starts moving his finger around in circles on the golden 


flesh. "Make slow sweet love to me then," he commands in a husky voice. 
"That | can do," James says before Lars leans up to kiss him tenderly. 


James rolls them over and settles himself on top of the smaller man Putting his weight on his elbows, he dips 
down and claims Lars' mouth with a slow, tender kiss. Lars glides his hands up and down James' back before 
one hand settles on his ass, the other at the side of his neck. Lars reciprocates the kiss, turning it into a 
needier version. His tongue enters James' mouth and caresses the muscle inside. James moans around the kiss 


as he slowly moves his hips, grinding their hardening cocks together. 


The singer crushes his lips against the Dane's, kissing him deeply and passionately, savouring the moans coming 
from underneath him. He shifts a hand to Lars' chest and takes the pierced ripple between his thumb and 
forefinger, tweaking it just enough to make Lars shudder. He licks Lars’ cheek then runs the tip of his tongue 
down Lars' exposed throat before sealing his lips around the hollow and sucking on it. 


"Goddamn," Lars breathes heavily. 


James smiles around the flesh. "You like that?" 
"You know | do," Lars says, his voice husky with desire. 


He arches into James as the flesh is drawn into that mouth again, his fist clutching a handful of blond hair. 
James slides down, licking and kissing and nipping at the pale chest, all the way down to the quivering tummy. 
His tongue delves into the belly button and elicits a whimper from the Dane. 


Slowly, Teasingly, James licks and kisses Lars from one hip to the other while allowing his calloused hands to 
roam the silky inner thighs. Lars' hips buck, his hard throbbing cock needing to be touched. He feels James’ hot 
breath ghost over his head then gasps when the tip of James‘ tongue teases his weeping slit. 


'F-fuck," Lars stammers breathlessly as he starts writhing under James’ touch. 


James' tongues laves slowly around the head of Lars' twitching cock then he licks the underside from balls to 
tip. Lars’ thighs quiver; his body shuddering from the torturous pleasure his lover is making him endure. More 


pre-cum leaks out and James laps it up. 
"Ohhhh, God," Lars moans. "N-need t-to c-c-come," he manages to push out. "P-pl-please..J-j-james.." 
"Not yet, baby," James denies him then smiles when Lars whimpers. 


James hooks his arms under Lars' legs then slowly pushes them back towards his heaving chest, then settles 
himself over the drummer. He looks down at green hooded eyes that are dark with lust and full of wanton 
need. He presses himself against Lars’ already well-stretched, well-lubed hole. As he claims Lars' swollen red 
lips once again in a deep kiss, he pushes himself in oh-so-slowly. A low guttural moan courses up through Lars 
and fills James' mouth. 


James begins a slow gentle rhythm, moving deep into Lars' ass then back, almost leaving him altogether before 
pushing back in and filling Lars up again. The blond opens his eyes and is in awe at how Lars looks beneath him; 
eyes closed, tongue slowly licking parted lips, beads of sweat dotting his brow, head arched back into the pillow. 
James dips his head and open kisses Lars’ jaw line, throat, neck and finally back to his mouth. His tongue snakes 
into Lars' mouth, caresses that wicked tongue, glides over the roof of his mouth and along his brilliantly white 


teeth. 


Lars' arms land heavily on to the mattress and his legs flop about like they're made of rubber. Any coherent 
speech Lars had is now long gone, replaced by gasps, moans, squeaks, whines and whimpers; noises James is 


sure Lars isn't consciously aware he's making. 


The singer adjusts his angle ever-so-slightly and when his cock brushes over Lars' prostate, the Dane yelps in 
shock and pleasure. Another pass over the sweet spot has Lars lifting his head and shoulders up off the 
pillows as a broken cry escapes him. He drops heavily back on to the pillows, mouth wide open, his breathing 
shallow and ragged. 


James captures a trembling lower lip between his teeth and pulls on it a little. When he backs away he glances 
down at Lars' hard, leaking cock that's almost dancing on his stomach. James hasn't yet touched that beautiful 
shaft and knows he probably won't have to. 


James thrusts a little harder, a little deeper, occasionally altering his angle to touch Lars' sweet spot and have 
him rise up off the pillows again. The drummer's moans and whines are almost constant now and becoming 
louder with each movement James makes inside of him. 


With several more deep pushes, James can feel the burn roiling deep within his lower abdomen and shifting 
down into his balls. Suddenly, he lets out a primal growl as he stiffens and comes long and hard inside his 
lover's pulsing ass. He continues thrusting, albeit slower now, prolonging his release as he leans over and licks 
the shell of Lars’ ear. 


"Come for me," he whispers raggedly. 


With those three little words from James, Lars releases himself with a howling cry as James pushes himself 
back up on to his hands. He looks down and sees Lars' hot white seed shoot up over his chest, throat and face, 
several drops landing on the tongue that hangs out of the side of Lars’ gaping mouth. James looks on in utter 
amazement as he sees and feels Lars unravel underneath him; his entire body shuddering and spasming 
uncontrollably as incoherent sounds tumble from his throat. James gives one final thrust, brushing once more 
over Lars’ prostate. Lars howls again, his back arching a little, the top of his head pressing firmly into the 
pillow. James sees a solitary tear escape the corner of Lars’ eye and roll down the side of his face towards 


his ear. 


Still inside Lars, James leans over him and tenderly kisses the corner of his mouth before sliding his lips over 
trembling ones. Lars is so far gone he doesn't register that tenderness, doesn't kiss back. With a chocked sob, 


Lars' intense orgasm diminishes, leaving him a boneless incoherent mess. 


Slowly, James retreats and lays down beside Lars. He wraps his arms protectively around the small frame, 
pulling him close and feeling the remnants of what he helped create. He feels Lars’ quick, shuddering breaths 
warm and moisten his chest as he presses his dry lips to Lars’ bald patch and closes his tired blue eyes. 


When James opens his eyes, the bedroom is bathed in a hue of burnt orange. His arm extends across the bed 
and finds a void. Turning his head slowly, he sees the Dane is not there. 


"Babe?" he says, sitting up. 


A chill in the air causes him to shiver and he quickly realises the balcony door is open. He gets out of bed, 
picks his red robe up off the floor and slips it on. He ties the sash around his waist while moving around the 
bed towards the heavy curtains that shield the door and windows. 


Upon pushing the curtain aside and stepping into the doorway, James gasps. There, leaning on the stone balcony 


railing and silhouetted against one of the most stunning sunsets James has ever witnessed is Lars. 
Naked. 


James steps on to the balcony and notices Lars visibly shiver. He releases the sash and holds his robe open 
before stepping up behind the smaller man and enshrouding him in the deep red fabric. 


"lts beautiful, isn't it?" Lars whispers as he leans back into James, head resting against a strong shoulder. 
"It is," James says in a low voice near Lars' ear then kissing its shell. 


"My legs feel like | just did a half dozen takes of Dyers back to back," Lars says rather amused. "They won't 
stop shaking." 


"I got you, baby," James whispers as he tightens his grip a little around Lars’ shoulders and chest. 


Silence fills the air around them as they admire the amazing sunset over The Bay. "What the fuck happened?" 
Lars asks as he tilts his head to look up at his lover and best friend of three decades. 


"You were gone, Lars," the singer whispers. "Absolutely, one hundred percent lost in a complete state of pure 
bliss." 


Lars turns in his arms and look up with amazement. "Did |-" 


"Yeah," James confirms with a smile. "Thought you were never going to stop." Lars blushes slightly. "The best 
part, babe? | didn't even need to touch you to make it happen. | just had to say three little words." 


Lars stares up at James, speechless. 


"This sunset," James motions with a nod, "As beautiful as it is, is nothing compared to the way you looked 
when you were gone. You completely disappeared, Lars. In our thirty years together, I'd never quite seen you 


like that. It was incredibly beautiful, and such an honour to witness, baby." 


Tears well in Lars' green eyes and spill over on to his flushed cheeks. "I love you so much, James," Lars 


whispers. 


James cups his face and sweeps the tears away with his thumbs. "| love you, too, baby. More than you could 


ever possibly know." 


James dips his head down and captures Lars' lips with his own, kissing him slowly, sweetly and tenderly. When 
they part, their foreheads and noses touch for a moment before Lars pulls away, a smug little smirk on his 


face. 


"You ready for round six?" he inquires as his hand slides down James' chest towards his stomach. 


James' breath hitches as he feels a small calloused hand wrap around his half-hard cock. "Are you?" he 


smirks. 


"Fuck, yeah," Lars grins. "Last one in bottoms," he calls before squirming out of James' hold and robe and 


dashing inside. 


James chuckles and takes a moment to admire the last colours of the setting sun. "Wouldn't have it any other 


way, babe," he whispers before turning and moving back inside. 


END 


